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Verses 
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Love's  Call 

I     The  Invocation 

Lo,  the  leas  are  golden-fair, 

Fairest  blue  the  heaven, 
Perfumes  rare  enrich  the  air 

On  the  breezes  driven. 
Straying  'neath  the  willows  white 

Boy  and  girl  together, 
Hearts  are  light  and  eyes  are  bright 

In  the  winsome  weather  ! 

Now  a  roundelay  she  sings 

Sweeter  than  the  thrush's ; 
Now  forget-me-not  he  brings 

Dripping  from  the  rushes ; 
Now  they  list  the  minstrel  lark 

Up  in  heaven's  high  places, 
.Now  they  laugh  to  see  the  lambs 

At  their  giddy  chases. 


Children,  dare  ye  disobey  ? 

Love  himself  is  calling  ! 
All  the  world  for  one  sweet  day 

Bows  to  his  enthralling  ! 

4.  4. 

2     The  Response 

Strangely  thrills  the  maiden's  voice, 

Simple  though  her  story, 
Strange  the  joy  which  fills  the  boy 

Of  her  girlish  glory  : 
Maiden's  eyes  more  lustrous  grow, 

Boyish  blood  runs  faster. 
Neither  speaks  it,  yet  they  know 

Love  is  Lord  and  Master. 

Happy  youth  and  happy  maid  ! 

Wiser  now  and  bolder  ! 
Love  that  found  you  as  ye  strayed 

Touched,  and  left  you  older  ! 
Older,  yet  for  ever  young  ! 

Fair  or  foul  the  weather, 
Love  shall  keep  you  all  along 

Boy  and  girl  together  I 

«  O   « 


As  a  shadow  that 
departeth 

4>    4- 


Methought  in  dreams  I  saw  before  me  rise 

Her  whom  I  worshipped  while  the  world  was  fair, 

But,  O,  she  wore  no  more  that  beauty  rare 

Which  won  my  heart  erewhile.     The  fawn-like  eyes. 

Whose  wells  were  wells  of  love,  deep  mysteries 

Which  love  alone  should  read,  the  shimmering  hair, 

The  glorious  smile,  were  changed.     In  sick  despair 

I  would  have  fled,  when  thus  in  tenderest  wise 

She  pleaded, — '  Dear,  and  is  thy  love  grown  cold?' 

And  lo,  that  heavenly  voice  all  barriers  broke 

And  loosed  my  soul's  fierce  passion.     *  Thou  art  mine  ! ' 

Mine  still,  still  mine,  I  love  thee  as  of  old !' 

Her  old  sweet  smile  shone  on  me  as  I  woke 

And  shuddering  heard  Death's  answer, — 'Mine,  not  thine. 
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*  Whom  the  gods  love  dies  young.'     O  sad  surprise  ! 

Say  rather,  sweet  presage  ! 
Whom  the  gods  love — in  this  the  promise  lies — 

Shall  never  age. 

So  Holmes's  genial  science,  fancy,  wit, 
Can  fourscore  years  destroy  ? 

No,  no,  the  Autocrat,  I  vouch  for  it, 
Is  still  a  boy  ! 

And  we,  too,  dear  physician,  while  we  cherish 

Beauty  and  love  and  truth, 
We,  too,  shall  keep,  howe'er  this  mortal  perish, 

The  soul  of  youth. 


Translations 


After  Theophile  Qautier 

A  Clemence 

No  monument  of  stone  doth  coldly  weigh,  Lily, 

On  that  dear  dust. 
Where  death  hath  laid  thee  in  thy  dawn  of  day,  Lily, 

For  moth  and  rust ! 

Below  the  hill,  dear,  where  the  ranks  have  ending. 

Thy  body  sleeps, 
And  o'er  thy  lowly  grave  a  willow  bending 

Whitens  and  weeps. 

Black  is  the  cross,  of  thy  cold  bed  the  keeper ; 

Rainstorm  and  snow 
Reft  from  the  wood  its  record  of  the  sleeper 

Long,  long  ago. 

But  love  that  will  not  fail  thee  nor  forget,  Lily, 

Doth  flowers  bear, 
Seeketh  the  spot  Love  only  knoweth  yet,  I>ily, 

And  weepeth  there ! 


After  FraiK^ois  Coppee 

*  Quand  vous  me  montrez  une  rose ' 

Why,  when  you  show  me  a  rose 
Half-spread  to  the  infinite  air, 

Why  fly  my  last  dreams  of  repose  ? 

Ah  me,  when  you  show  me  the  rose 
I  think  of  her  beauty  most  rare  ! 

Why,  when  you  show  me  a  star, 

0  why  do  my  tears  arise 

Like  a  mist  that  is  rolled  from  afar  ? 
Ah  me,  when  you  show  me  the  star 

1  think  of  the  light  of  her  eyes  ! 

Why,  when  you  show  me  a  swallow 
That  is  off  and  away  till  the  spring, 

0  why  does  my  life  become  hollow  ? 
Ah  me,  when  you  show  me  the  swallow 

I  would  that  I  too  were  a-wing ! 

The  Echo 

1  cried  aloud  in  my  distress 

'  And  will  my  anguish  not  be  less 
When  all  the  world  her  name  shall  know?' 
Quoth  Echo—'  No.' 


i 


*  How  shall  I  live  then,  tied  and  bound 
In  this  vast  grief  which  wraps  me  round, 
This  Nessus-robe,  Time's  fatal  loan  ?' 
*  Alone.' 

'  Alone  !     The  doom  is  dark  with  pains. 
My  heart  rebels.     What  else  remains  ? 
One  word — and  lo,  I  cast  the  die  ! ' 
Quoth  Echo— 'Die!' 


After  Auguste  Dorchain 

^  Amants^  quelle  erreur  est  la  votre.^ 

O  foolish  lovers,  never  feign 
That  ye  are  parted ! 
•  Be  stouter-hearted ! 

If  ye  within 
Be  truly  kin 
Ye'll  meet  again ! 

How  idle  is  a  father's  heat ! 
How  unavailing 
Is  fortune's  raiUng ! 
To  this  one  end 
All  force  doth  bend — 
That  lovers  meet ! 


After  Paul  Verlaine 

^  Dans  le  vieux  parc^  solitaire  et  glace ^ 

In  the  old  chase,  all  desolate  and  vast, 
Two  forms  but  now  have  passed. 

Dea^  eyes  and  drooping  lips  are  theirs ;  each  word 
So  low  that  scarce  'tis  heard. 

In  the  old  chase,  all  desolate  and  vast. 
Two  Ghosts  have  raised  the  Past. 

'  Rememb'rest  joys  of  June  in  drear  November?' 
'Say,  why  should  I  remember?' 

'  Still  stirs  my  name  thy  heart  as  long  ago  ? 
In  dreams  still  seest  me?'     'No.' 

'  O  days  of  never-spoken  bliss,  when  we 
Pressed  mouth  to  mouth  !'     '  May  be.' 

'  How  strong  was  hope !  how  blue  the  heaven  o'erhead  ! ' 
*  Foiled  hope  to  the  black  sky  fled.' 

So  through  the  nodding  oats  they  went ;  no  word, 
Save  by  the  night,  was  heard. 

«  «  « 


After  Uhland 

*  Zu  meinen  Fussen  sinkt  ein  Blatt ' 

Sick  with  the  rain  and  faint  for  heat 
A  leaf  is  falling  at  my  feet. 
When  it  was  green  and  young  of  cheer 
I  had  a  father  and  mother  dear ! 

A  leaf !  its  life  is  but  a  day, 

The  spring's  sweet  child,  the  autumn's  prey  ! 

Yet  this  that  flutters  from  above 

Has  overlived  a  world  of  love  ! 

«  «  « 

After  Heine 

'  Ich  will  mich  im  griinen  Wald  ergehn  ' 
Out  in  the  greenwood  I  will  go 

Where  blossoms  blow  and  birds  are  singing ; 
For  when  within  the  grave  I  lie 
The  clods  will  cover  ear  and  eye, 
I  shall  see  no  more  the  blossoms  blow, 

I  shall  hear  no  more  the  bird-notes  ringing ! 

I»  •  • 


After  Heine 

*  IVo  wird  einst  des  Wandermiiden ' 

Weary,  weary  of  my  travel, 

Where  shall  rest  at  last  be  mine  ? 

Far  to  south  beneath  the  palm-trees  ? 
'Neath  the  lindens  by  the  Rhine  ? 

Shall  I  lie  in  some  wide  desert, 
Thrust  in  earth  by  alien  hand  ? 

Or  on  some  sea-coast  unguessed  of 
Sleep  my  sleep  beneath  the  sand? 

Where  you  will !     God's  heaven  around  me, 
Here  or  there,  its  arms  shall  spread, 

Stars  by  night  shall  sway  above  me. 
Ghostly  lanterns  for  the  dead. 


